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THIS BRETHREN EtANGELIST. 


ly not to judge. And it does as emphatically 
teach that we shall all appear before the judge- 
ment bar of God, and not before the church. And 
that 'God has appointed a day in which be will 
judge the world by the man Christ Jesus— and 
not by the church, and also that we should 'judge 
nothing before the time, till the Lord come.' 
This takes all judgment away from the church 
and only leaves the ecclesia the prerogative of re- 
fusing to fellowship those who would persist in 
violation of gospel, leaving further disposition of 
the case to God, the first Judge, and the time 
that he has appointed. 

— Anointing, in James 5 : 14 he says, 'If any be 
lick among you, let him call for the elders of the 
church.' etc. From the term 'elders' it is inferred 
by many that it takes at least two to perform the 
work according to the instruction, but this is not a 
necessary conclusion for James is , addressing a 
plurality of churches, and these churches are in- 
structed to call on their elders — one or more as 
the case may be, to anoint in case of sickness. And 
there is no reason to conclude that it takes more 
than one to do the work properly and acceptably. 
But if the language here in James requires two to 
anoint, we will prove by the same rule that it 
takes eleven to do acceptable baptizing, for Christ 
waB talking to the 'eleven' (Mat. 28 r 16) when he 
said, 'Go ye, teach all nations, baptizing them' etc. 
You see tho point ? 

— The four men that were recently hung in New 
York were all 'hard drinker*' and reports say 
that they were all fourdrunk when they severally 
committed the crime of murder, and all four mur- 
dered women. Suffice it to say that they were all 
Catholics, or at least professed to be, Finas. 

Olathe, Kan. 


Why a Youth Resolved to Hake Money. . 
Dr, Pentecost said : 'On one occasion I casually 
met a young man who had begun life with me. 
As I spoke to him about divine things he inter- 
rupted me by saying, "Now there is no use in 
preaching to me ; you seem to think that I care 
for nothing but wealth. I can assure you that I 
do not care for money." "Indeed," I said, in a 
surprise ; "then what do you care about?" He 
answered : "When I started life in a certain office, 
I went very frequently to the Eichange. The 
rich men there seemed to think that a boy was of 
no account, and I was hustled here and there, and. 
from one corner to another. I did not at all like 
this sort of thing, and resolved dhe day to hustle 
them about, and I knew the only way to do so was 
to get money for money was power." He had bent 

, his whole energy towards money making for 
thia purpose, and that period, fifteen years from 
the time he was an office boy, he was reputed to 
be worth a million of dollars. "No, ",he continued, 

I "I do not care for money ; but it does me good 
every time I walk into the Exchange and see 
the very men, who used to hustle me off the street 
to get me out of their way, take off their hats to 

| me I" Love of power was that man's chief idol, 

Laud it kept him trom God. He struggled and 

ratrove with all his might towards it ; he obtained 
power, and in his turn he became powerful, but 

I found that, save the gratifying of a whim, it did 
him no good, but incalculable evil in keeping him 
from God, who, if he had obtained, would have 
satisfied him, and yet draw him forward to still 

\ greater enjoyment which never would have cloyed 

| upon him,' 

A Moorish Martyr, 
In a letter from Mr. E. F. Baldwin, who is la- 
boring as a missionary in Morocco, occurs the 
j following touching story of the suffering endured 
by a native Christian convert : 4 One of our mem- 
bers wsb unjustly charged with theft, and whipped 
by the Kaid most brutally, being held down with 
his face on the ground by four men at his hands 
and feet, while two other* applied the scourges. 
Another soldier stood on the back of his neck to 
prevent his writhing, and pressed his head into 
I the earth. His body is an awful sight, at whioh I 
[have wept and shuddered again and again as I 
J have washed the stripes. His wrists and ankles 
I they held and cut with cords, stretching him as 
It hey whipped him ; and round his neek they twist 


ed the scourges tbey had used on him, as they took 
him, half dead, to prison, twisting them until he 
w«s nearly" choked. He was also injured internal- 
ly, and seriously, we fear, for he has been spitting 
blood ; and although I am writing on the eighth 
day since it occurred, he cannot walk or. stand yet 
without vomiting, suffers much pain and fever, 
aud is still black from the scourging. 

'We got him out of prison at once, that same 
day by showing his innocence ol a charge of theft, 
which was the ostensi ble, but not the real cause of 
the scourging. A very slight inquiry brought the 
real thief to light, showing that our poor brother 
had nothing to do with it. It was only a pretext 
for scourging him for being a Christian. When the 
soldiers took him before ,the Kaid, they said, "Here 
is one of them that goes to the Christians.' At 
once the Kaid said, * 'Throw him down and scourge 
him." They taunted bim, and said they would 
put him into a pit, and. pour petroleum on him and 
set him on fire. When I applied for this release 
the Kaid refused and said he would kill him if he 
wished. But through the American Consular 
Agent I insisted, and got him. When he was 
brought out of prision he looked like a corpse; I 
will never forget tho sight. ' It was heart-sicken- 
ing. Mr. Sbechan and I supported him between 
us to the Kaid tor be had to appear before him. 
He now lies in one of our rooms here, weak ard 
full of pain, and unable to e;et into any easy posi- 
tion. But he is full of trust and joy in the Lord. 
He rejoices in having suffered 1 shamo for Jesus' 
sake.' 


- 


'WhatCanlBof 

You say, 'What can I dor* I have no power, 
nor influence, nor name, nor talents, nor money !' 
Look at the coral-reef yonder, where it encircles 
the fair isles that lie, like bright gems, on the bos- 
om of the Pacific, or, by Australian shores, strech- 
es its unbroken wall t for a thousand leagues along 
the sea. How contemptible tthe architects ; yet 
the aggregate oi their labors, I mocking our great- 
est breakwaters, how colossal ! So it ought to be, and 
would be in our congregations, were every man and 
woman to feel their own individual responsibilities ; 
would each go to Christ, saying, Lord, what wilt 
thou have me to do ? — would they but rise to the 
height of their calling. I know that all cannot be 
bright and burning lights; that honor is reserved 
for John the Baptist and a few such men. But 
see how that candle in a cottage window sends out 
its rays streaming far though the depths of night. 
Why should we not shine, though but like that ? 
— shine, though it should be to illumine only the 
narrow walls of our country's humblest home. 

Consider how the greatest things ever done on 
earth have been done by littlo and little— little 
agents, little persons, little things. How was the 
wall restored around Jerusalem ? By each man, 
whether his house was an old palace or the rudest 
cabin, building the breach before his own door. 
How was the soil of the New World redeemed from 
gloomy forests ? By each sturdy emigrant culti- 
vating the patch around his own log hut. How 
have the greatest battles been won ? Not by the 
generals who got their breast blazoned with stars, 
and their brows crowned with honors, but the 
rank and file — every man holding his own post, 
and ready to die on the battle field. They won 
the victory. It was achieved by the blood and 
courage of the many; and I say, if the world is 
ever to be conquered for our Lord, it is not by 
ministers, nor by office-bearers, nor by the great, 
and noble, and mighty, but by every member of 
Christ's body being a working member ; doing 
their own work ; filling their own sphere ; holding 
their own post; and saying to Jesus, 'Lord, what 
wilt Thou have me to do?'— Thomas Guthrie, D. D. 


Message of a Burning Bible. 
Mr. J, H. McEwen says ; 'I knew a man, an 
avowed infidel, who hates God's Word with a moat 
virulent hatred. To Bhow his abhorrence of it, he 
burned all the Bibles and books of a religous na- 
ture in hia house. He resolved that never again 
should a page bearing the name of God upon it 
enter his house. Time passed on, and one day as 
he was going through an old lumber-room be spied 
under a heap of old books, the well-known coven. 


Kneeling dowq, he drew it out, and there met his 
eye the familiar words, 'Holy Bible.' With a 
frown of displeasure he lifted the book between his 
finger and thumb, as if its very touch would con- 
taminate, and hurried down stairs and gathered 
the whole household together to witness the de- 
struction of that Bible. The fire was stirred to a 
blase, and the Word of God cast into the flames. 
It fell open, and as the master of the house stood 
gloating over its destruction, and watching its 
leaves scorch and shrivle up, his eyes caught the 
words, "Every one that doeth evil hateth the light, 
neither cometh to the light, lest his deeds be re- 
proved." These words shot into his heart with sud- 
den force. "Ah," be thought, "that is just what I 
have been doing, hating the light Perhaps I am 
in darkness all the while 1" By degrees the awful 
conviction forced itself upon him, that he was go- 
ing with headlong speed to ruin. His anxiety in- 
creased, until he conld bear it no longer. He 
knew a Christian who he thought could help him. 
Going to his bouse, he told his difficulty, and God's 
way of salvation was shown him. The result was 
that soon he accepted Christ, and became his most 
devout follower." 


Saved at the Eleventh Hoar, 
Mr. Climie obseives: 'Not long after my con- 
version an old man, who lived near me, fell ill, 
and there seemed to be little hope of his recovery. 
He had lived a very wicked, careless life. Twice 
God had laid him on a bed of sickness, and it seem- 
ed as if his great patience were exhausted, and he 
was about to cut down the profitless tree. Twice had 
the man, as at the approach of death he reviewed 
his life, cried to God for mercey, and vowed should 
he be spared, that he wouldjdedicatethe remainder 
of his days to the service of Christ. But as health 
returned, and he felt life once more coursing 
through his veins, he forgot his vows, and turned 
again to bis eld ways. Now be was seriously 
ill, and the doctor said that this time ho could 
not recover. I felt it my duty to speak to him 
about his soul, yet I shrank from it. I had often 
been at his house, to drink and gamble at the little 
club that gathered there, but I had never been 
there to pray. Taking courage from the thought 
that J was going in the strength of my Lord to 
deliver his message, 1 visited him, and told him 
how God had saved me, and that he was just as 
willing to save him, if he would but trust him. 
I prayed with him, then left, sending to him, at 
his own request, the minister of the place, from 
whom I a'terwards heard that the lost sheep had 
been gathered into the fold of the Good Shepherd 
ere he had crossed the Jordan. It is certainly 
better to be saved late than not at all ; but what 
joy men miss by delaying to come to Christ I* 


'A poor Irish girl lay dying on her rude hard 
couch. She had been burned by a paraffin lamp 
so severely that her life was despaired of. I knelt 
by her side and took her hands in mine — neither 
her hands or face was burned — and was trying to 
comfort her. The poor girl threw the covering 
off her arms and exposed it to view, showing the 
raw flesh hanging loosely to the bone, and whis- 
pered to me, "I am all over like that" "I am 
very sorry," I said ; but she interrupted me by 
remarking, "It will be all over in a few hours, and 
then I will be with Jesus." How different that 
Christian death-bed from that of a millionaire 
without Christ, at which I was present, and who 
dreaded the advent of dissolution because he had 
made gold instead of God his trust, and gold has 
no power of any kind in eternity! What calm 
security the poor burned Irish girl had, knowing 
whom she had believed, and that he is ablefto 
keep that which she had committed to bim ! Who 
would not die the Christian's death ? To do so, 
however, we must live the Christian's life.' 


'Any church can be an evangelistic center, and 
any pastor an evangelistic preacher, if there be a 
will. Wesley's motto : "All at it and always at 
it," is the key to the problem. The preacher must 
lift up Christ. Let us not be afraid of the repe- 
tion which Sidney Smith regarded as the secret 
impression. The word "inclination" is full of 
ethical suggestion. It means to tread in with the 
heel ("incalx.") Men never tire of hearing the 
old, old story. It is the old, but only remedy for 
si n and sorrow." — A. T. Pierson. 


